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Lightning 


Author's Notes: 
My entry for the Beat The Heat Challenge-and the companion piece to \'Thunder\. 


It\'s all Fred\'s fault. 


Lightning 


Kai was on the approach path to Nirvana. 


Not that he was taking any illegal substances, or putting himself into any strange states of mind, no, he was 
wedged against a very pretty young man - the bar was crowded but probably not enough to warrant the 
amount of body contact that they had - hanging on his every word and wondering if he'd get to fuck him 


later. And said pretty young man was blithely chattering on, delightfully responsive to Kai's not-so-subtle cues 


and, all in all, things were looking good. 

Whatever idiot had put all the artists from the festival in the same hotel (or as near to all of them as made 
no odds) must have had a share in the bar takings; the drinks flowed, and the volume was steadily climbing 
toward pain level. Allied with the heat and humidity it was rapidly becoming unbearable in the cramped, sticky 
bar; Kai spotted Dirk and Markus heading for the exit, and came up with a marvellous idea. 

"Hey," he said, nudging Sascha in the ribs, "why don't we go have a few drinks somewhere cooler?" 

Sascha looked down at him, swaying a little. Drunk? 

Kai hoped so. Despicable as it was to take advantage of an inebriated youth he was horny enough to take his 
chances where he found them, quite frankly. And if the affable giant at his side was somewhat smashed, that 
could only make the conquest that much smoother. 

"Sure," replied Sascha with a grin. "You've got more beer in your room?" 

"No. But hang on a sec--" 

Towing Sascha behind him (the mental image of a tug manoeuvering a supertanker made him snort) Kai headed 
for the bar, picking up a spare six pack and waving it in triumph before resuming his tug boat impression, this 


time toward the exit. 


"Kai! Slow down!" laughed Sascha, stumbling along in the smaller man's wake. Kai just growled, and tugged a little 
harder; like he was going to give the kid time to think about what was about to happen? Not very likely. 


From their corner, Weiki, Andi and Henjo watched them go. 
"He's going to need a stepladder," said Andi. 
"Or a leg up," grinned Henjo. 
Weiki just groaned, and thumped his head on the table. 
aes 
On reaching his room Kai ran some water into the bathroom sink, and dumped the beers in there after 
removing a couple. He passed one of the cans to Sascha then popped the tab on his own, he shot him a grin 


when his guest flopped on the bed with a sigh, stretching out until he was comfortable. 


"Open the window," he mumbled with a frown at the top of his beer can, apparently having trouble getting his 


fingers around the ring pull, "it might be a bit cooler out there." 

Kai hesitated. He wanted nothing more than to pounce on the lovely boy sprawled on his bed - a flash of 
creamy chest skin showing through the top few buttons of his shirt - but a breeze would certainly be 
welcome. 

He made his way to the window, then fiddled with the latches for a moment before he swung the elegant 
French windows wide, making them secure to the walls with the hooks he found lurking behind the curtains. He 
scowled; from the heavy clouds out there it looked like there might be a storm on the way - in fact, strike 
the ‘might. He could feel the pressure on the bones behind his ears; a good storm would clear the air, but it 
might just ruin the mood. 

Or... 

Maybe it would enhance it. Perhaps the crackle and flash of it would-- 

"You look like you want to eat me," grinned Sascha, and against all expections Kai felt his face heat. Was he 
that obvious? He hadn't really sounded the kid out yet, tried to discover if his advances would be well received 
or rejected with a smack in the mouth. Maybe he should start that now. 

He tried a rather weak grin. 

"IFs still too hot, don't you think?" he said, and peeled the tee shirt from his back, then tossed it in a corner. 
Sascha rolled flat on the bed, holding his stomach as he howled with laughter. 


Kai flushed again, and took a hasty swig from his beer to cover the reaction Well there was no need to be like 


that about it-- 


"Kai," said a voice, and he looked up to see Sascha resting on one elbow, a wicked expression glimpsed between 


the bangs of glossy black hair that fell across his face. 

"What?" 

He sat up, and very slowly began to unbutton his shirt. 

Kai's eyes widened. 

One button after another, the slice of revealed skin larger with every movement. Kai stepped toward the bed, 
eyes fixed on the slow, sensual show the kid was putting on for him. There was no amusement in the blue 


eyes now, he noted when he dragged his gaze off that incredible chest, just heat and anticipation. 


He wanted to cheer, or leap on him, but slowly, slowly. It looked like he was going to get what he wanted, and 


thus he could afford to be patient. Well. A bit patient. Maybe. 


Sascha sat up, then stretched his back to pull the shirt off behind him. He kept an eye on Kai's reaction, took 
one arm out then, with a twist of his long body, shed the other side-- 


A sudden crash of sound and flash of light from outside made them both jump. The storm had crept up on 
them, and now exploded in all its wild fury right outside the window. Kai shot Sascha a glance, and almost 
groaned aloud; poised on the bed, shirt mostly off, the black fabric contrasting with the sweat-damp pale skin 


and muscular shoulders, long flanks exposed to his hungry gaze... 
The lights went out. 


"Fuck!" yelled Kai, blind It wasn't so much the fact that the power had been knocked out by the storm, but 
that he was denied the sight that Sascha had been teasing him with. Tease was right, between rolls of thunder 


he could hear the kid's laughter at his annoyance. 


He waited until the next flash, prowled closer to the bed; he eyed the long figure that writhed there in 
amusement then stepped in, each strobe-image tucked away in his memory for later perusal. And a series of 


very Private Moments, he had no doubt. 


A crash loud enough to shake the windows loose from their hooks, leaving them free to flap in the rising wind, 
made Sascha sit up with a curse. This was no ordinary storm, from the sound of it; this was a tempest 


straight from legend, the God's attempt to wipe makind from the surface of the Earth. 
Oh, tuck it, thought Kai, and flung himself on the bed. 


Sascha caught him, wrapped his long arms around his waist and rolled him over, weak with laughter even as he 
allowed him to mount an assault on his chest, his neck, then writhed up his body until he found his mouth. 
There in the bright coruscation of the lightning they kissed, all amusement subsumed in the heat and the 
desire that surfaced with a snarl. Kai wrapped one leg around Sascha's hip, pulled him close enough to grind his 


crotch against him. 
Sascha broke the kiss, hands buried in the wild tangle of red hair. 
"Ow! Don't pull it out!" 


He snorted, put his lips close enough to Kai's ear that the shiver of breath across it brought him out in 
gooseflesh. "There's little enough left, right?" 


That was it. Kai wrestled him back to the bed, pinched and grabbed, nipped at any patch of exposed skin he 
could reach; Sascha tried to fight him off, the effectiveness of his defence rather diluted by the fact that he 
was hooting with laughter. Eventually his greater size told, and Kai found himself pinned to the bed. The long 
body managed to hold him down, his hands restrained above his head; the ignominy of his position was forgiven 


when Sascha dipped his head, and Kai felt those pouty lips stroke across his own. 


Soft and warm, moist with the taste of him. Kai relaxed, and allowed the sense of the violence outside ride the 
surface of the gentle feel of Sascha's tongue when it stroked across his lips, found its way into his mouth to 
caress the inside of his cheeks, rub against his own tongue, draw it into his mouth and suck on it, gently. 
Bucking his hips he moaned into that maddening mouth, driven almost insane by the fact that he couldn't move 
and had to submit to the slow, thorough kisses. 


He felt Sascha smile. 
"Let's watch the storm." 


"Wh--? Nol" 


Too late. Sascha levered himself upright, dragging Kai with him. There was no way he could resist that 
strength, and Kai knew it; nevertheless, he whined all the way to the window, cock aching, desperate to get 
back to the bed and what they'd just begun 


The kid was laughing at him again, he was going to get even with him for that, one way or another. 
"Now hush," Sascha said, pulling Kai back against his chest when they reached the window, "and watch." 


It was impressive, Kai had to admit. The whole vista outside was lit up with each flash, branching forks of 
purple-white streaking their way across the sky to ground themselves with a bellow of thunder. The brilliance 
of each flare was almost enough to make him flinch; it lit the clouds from within, forms almost seen in the 
roil of heavy vapour above them then gone again, back into the imagination The wind tugged at his curls, and 
the scent of dust beaten flat by the furious rain tickled his nose. He felt Sascha - who had him pinned, the 
long arms wrapped around him in a grip so secure he wasn't sure he could ever get out of it - rumble with 


amusement, and wondered what the Hell had started him off this time. 


| want to try something," he whispered into Kai's ear, setting off more of those delicious shudders all along 
his spine. 


Before he could ask what, Kai was turned around and lifted up; the strength in the massive body was 
awesome, and Kai's balls ached with the thought of what fucking him was going to be like. 


The anticipation was driven from his mind a second later when Sascha stepped out onto the balcony. 
"What the-- you're crazy!" 
Sascha laughed, shifting him around until he was sitting on the balcony rail. He wrapped his legs around the 


other man's waist, clung to his shoulders; he couldn't believe that he was poised here God-alone-knew how 


many floors up-- 


"Shhh," murmured that voice in his ear again, "| won't let you fall. Isn't this fun?" 


Despite the urge to howl that no, actually, it was not, Kai tried to relax, let himself get into the spirit of 
things. And as soon as he did, he felt what Sascha was talking about; his room was on the side of the building 
facing into the storm, and the driving rain along his spine had him arching into the chill lash of it on his skin 


Sascha's skin was slippery and cool in the rain, the scent of it - sweat and soap and something deeper, the 
musk of the man himself - rising from him in his heat. Lines of muscle and plane of bone were lit by the 
actinic blue flashes, the eye-piercing brightness reducing the man to a series of momentary perceptions, shape 


and form dissociated from the sensation of skin on skin, wet cloth clinging and the bite of the cold wind. 


The rain hammered against him, sensitising him to the contrasts; smooth warmth between their bodies, cold 
lash against his back, hard rail under him and the yield of flesh between his legs. Sascha bent his head, and Kai 
tasted rain when he kissed him. He dug his nails into the other man's skin, feeling rather than hearing the gasp; 
Sascha arched, held him tighter, then pulled him forward. 


There was a moment - a single, bowel-clenching, terrified moment - when Kai thought he was going to fall. He 
clung tighter to Sascha, yelping into his mouth but never, because you never wasted a good kiss, even if you 
thought you were going to die, breaking it. Sascha grinned, and whispered in his ear while he strode back 
through into the room: 


"| won't let you falll" 


"Glad to hear it," Kai gasped, and took the opportunity to bite at the neck and shoulder so temptingly within 
reach. Sascha stopped by the bed, tipped his head to to one side and groaned; Kai's mouth was sheer torture, 


and the throbbing crammed into his jeans was becoming far too insistent to ignore. 
"Bed," Kai growled in his ear, "now." 


And oh God but it was almost frightening how those arms lifted him away from the youngster's body, turned 
him over and flipped him to the bed without so much as a grunt of effort. Kai laughed, the breathless sound 
lost in the roar of the weather, then crooked his finger at Sascha to join him. 


They tore at each other, the rip of clothing turned into a slideshow of staccato images, all lit by the ceaseless 
stormlight bursting over them. Naked at last, skin and muscles chilled from the rain and shuddering with it 
they rolled together, Kai taking the opportunity to cover as much of the long body as he could reach with 
bites and sharp, hot kisses. 


Sascha let Kai take control, throwing his head back with a shrill cry when he went to work with that talented 
mouth on his cock Hard fingers rolled his balls, and the burning cavern of Kai's mouth teased and tormented 


him, driving him to rival the voice of the storm with his yells. 


He flopped back to the bed, breathing hard, when Kai slithered along him to kiss him again. He tasted himself on 
Kai's tongue, took his head between both hands and enfolded him with his body, long legs wrapped around him 
before he slid one hand down to knead and massage at his backside. 


| want to fuck you," growled Kai, in a pause between cracks of thunder. Sascha's eyes were lit by the next 


flare, the blue bright in the reflection of the flash. 
"Do it," he said, before he claimed Kai's mouth again. 


Clumsy in the darkness - and not helped by the interruption of the lightning or the roar of the thunder - Kai 
fumbled in the bedside cabinet until he discovered where he'd left the lube. He pounced back onto the bed, and 
grumbled under his breath at Sascha's laughter, seemed he found him endlessly amusing, whatever he was 
doing. 


Well, lets see him laugh this off thought Kai with a grin. 


He placed Sascha's calves on his shoulders, a brief pause to admire the immensely long legs that now curled 


around his neck and dragged him down for another kiss. 
"Flexible," he gasped, and spotted the wink in the next burst of illumination. 


He spread the lube along his cock, and was about to use his fingers to open Sascha up when the legs tightened 
around his neck again, and yanked him down. 


"Now," Sascha gasped, and Kai was only too glad to oblige. 


Kai's lovemaking was as explosive as the storm itself. The hard muscles of his back snapped his hips forward, 
powering himself into Sascha even as his short, strong fingers clawed at his flanks. Lightning struck through 
them both, their nerves burning with the fierce discharge across the frantic slap of their bodies. 


The snap-flash of the tempest drove them on, the fizz along Kai's spine echoing the electricity tearing up the 
night outside. Sascha arched and howled, carried away on the tide of feeling; his thighs clenched on Kai's flanks, 


pressed even harder every time the storm lit the room with Heaven's own fury. 


Kai dropped to bite at that long throat once more, filling his mouth with the hot, salty flavour of the man 
Trapped between them, he felt Sascha's cock thicken and twitch against his belly, the gasps and shivers that 
shot through the heaving chest under him telling him that Sascha was close. He bit down on Sascha's throat, 
growled through his teeth and screwed his eyes shut, the flickers running through his nerves building up to a 
white-hot burn that rolled through his whole body, exploded through his balls and into Sascha's body. 


The final buck and twist of Sascha's orgasm almost threw him from the bed; he clung to the figure that 


convulsed and arched, the heat of Sascha's come a burst of sticky wetness against his skin. 


They collapsed, wracked with shudders, panting exhaustion. 

Kai rolled off Sascha's body, shivering with a combination of aftershock and cold from the still-open window. 
Sascha, who let out a snort at Kai's prone form, made his way across and fought the French windows closed. 
He shut out the storm, reducing it to the status of mere.. weather. Something to be listened to from the 
comfort of a cosy bed. 

He crawled back in beside Kai, gathering him into his arms with a sigh. 


"Since we're all in the same hotel,” mumured Kai, nibbling on Sascha's ear, "why don't you stay the night?" 


"One one condition," Sascha replied, rolling to his side with the cock of an eyebrow, a half smile creeping across 
his face. 


"What?" 

"/ get to fuck you next time” 

Kai pulled him down for a long, thorough kiss. 
"No problem," he said 


And the storm grumbled away into the distance, unheard and ignored, leaving behind it the freshness of newly 
washed earth, and the scent of growing things. 


~Fin~ 


